Catherine smiled almost with disdain at the unlikeli-
hood of such a betrothal. She would never have allowed
herself to be presented like that! Where on earth, and
in whatever sort of society, could things happen in such
a way ? And she resolved to point out these errors to
Michel; it never occurred to her that even if in his
ignorance he had omitted to describe the proper social
stratagems (and her surprise at their absence showed
that like everyone else she took them for granted), what
he was showing her was nothing less than the naked
truth, stripped of all veils.
But when he came to write of the days before the
wedding, reminding her of past emotions and even con-
fronting her with whole passages from her own letters,
she felt herself suddenly back on the scene again, dis-
mayed and terrified now because the sense of false
security with which she had just been reading was so
exactly like the blindness with which Jeanne Rouves
had submitted to her fate and come to her present pass
in the story. Prey to a panting curiosity and almost
unbearably uneasy, but incapable of stopping now, she
feverishly followed her double down that painful path
which was both nightmare and reality. It was not
Jeanne Rouves, it was herself, who on that evening
burned all her memories in the dying fire in her room;
it was she who in the morning was hooked into her
white dress by her mother, she for whom the carriage
waited below. She bent her head to enter it, gathering
up in both hands the silken folds of her long train; and
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